who had chosen that very day to make one of their periodic raids
And the "bag-man" was sent out again with a Cheka guard to find
Bruni and bring him in. They came on him walking in a street
near his home. The terrified "bag-man" screamed out his recognition
while they were still many yards away, and Bruni, grasping the
situation in a flashy took to his heels in the opposite direction.
' He made for a thickly wooded park near-by and climbed a-tree,
lying flat along one of the bare branches. The Cheka soldiers
blundered through the wood below him and passed out of sight,
He was waiting until the coast would seem clear enough for him to
venture down when an old woman came through the trees and,
lifting up her skirts, proceeded to relieve herself under the branch
on which Bruni lay. Bruni was a born imp of mischief and presum-
ably this was a chance he could not bear to let by. He called down
to her. Caught in the act, the old woman looked up and yelled at
the top of her voice. A Cheka man ran back, saw Bruni on the
branch, and brought him crashing to the ground with a bullet
through his brain.
I learned of Bruni's death and the way it had happened from
a Cheka officer who came to enlist me in the search for Vlassieff,
whom they had also succeeded in getting on the run, Etinger had
been caught in Moscow and was already dead. Now they wanted
Vlassieff to question him regarding his share in the sealing of the
petrol stores. Only one thing was saving me from suspicion of
complicity in all this. When all the cars in Petrograd had been at
a standstill for lack of fuel, the chief of the Transport Cheka had
demanded to know whether the Confiscation Commission had any
spirit unsealed, and with an eye to future favours I had found
him some. I was also covered by the explicit instructions to give
every possible assistance to Etinger which I had received from
ZinoviefF. Nevertheless, it was still touch and go whether I should
be implicated in either the petrol or the train plot, and I was
holding my breath.
I swallowed it altogether with a gulp when I discovered where
I was being taken to identify Vlassieff, should they be lucky enough
to catch him. I had visited my old flat in Tavritcheskaya Street only
once since the night of my arrest there by the Cheka nearly two
years ago. It was when I had been looking for a place to take up
residence with Irma. The whole block was deserted, almost a ruin,
Apparently it had been one of the many such blocks in Petrograd,
left without fuel in the previous winter, in which the water-pipes
had frozen. In the spring they had burst with the thaw, flooding
every floor, and the inhabitants had simply removed themselves
and their belongings elsewhere.